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I opened my eyes. My father's jaws were clenched. His
throat moved as if he were swallowing. An unaccustomed
scent hovered about my face.

My father rose. His round head touched the upper frame
of the door. His powerful muscles shivered. He pouted
his heavy lips and squinted his eyes.

My mother approached, a jug of water upon her hip, which
protruded like a shoulder. She was naked, save for her
ears, concealed in the shells of modesty. My mother's breasts
beat against her chest. Her hair fell below her knees,
enveloping her limbs.

She deposited the pitcher on the ground and knelt before
my father.

" Master, I have brought water to refreshen your mouth."

" Avaunt, woman! Leave at once! " the priest com-
manded, sitting upright, his heavy nose screwed in disgust.

She lingered, her eyelids half lowered.
' " Leave/'  my father said, his voice strangely muffled.
" Leave/' he sighed.

My mother shuffled her feet, her hips turning in wide
semicircles. It seemed to me her ears pulsed under their
covers.

My father seated himself, placed his head between his
palms and his elbows upon his knees, and watched, his
nostrils distended voluptuously, his Adam's apple piercing
the necklace of corals, until my mother was out of
sight.

Tokoma's face suffused gradually, until I thought his
blood would burst out of his eyes and the heavy veins on
his temples.

" The women are forgetful of the Great Ape's command,
Mokuharu. They do not count the days until the feast
on their fingers. They inflame the men with their own
unclean fire. It is not well, Mokuharu, to tempt them to
violate the Great Taboo of the Mighty Growler."